THE  TRAIN
"Now, now, now/5 said Faina. "It can't hurt as much
as that.55
"I can't breathe,'* said Lutokhin.
The doctor read in the case book of slight wound and
concussion ... no attacks for the past two weeks ...
wound healing normally. In the hospital he had been
given deep baths, as it had been observed that they
improved his spirits.
"We have no baths," said the doctor. "A shower-
certainly. Or you can have a hipbath."
"What the devil do I want with a shower!5* cried
Lutokhin, and swore. "I want to lie in a bath and go on
lying there, devil take you all!"
And he began groaning louder than ever.
"Shut up, you phoney," came a voice from the upper
berth. "Comrade doctor, why do you bother with him?
He's putting it all on."
The doctor asked for Lutokhin's temperature. The
thermometer showed 37.1.
"There, you see!" said Lutokhin ominously.
Examination showed a slight rise in blood pressure,
weakened reactions of the pupils to light and the bad
breath usual in old and hardened smokers.
"Appetite good," said Fa'ina. "Bowel movement
normal."
"I assure you that there's nothing badly wrong," the
doctor told Lutokhin. "You'll just have to be patient for
the few days on the journey. In the hospital you'll be
able to get baths again, and then you'll stand the heat
better/*
Lutokhin jumped and cursed savagely.
"Quiet, quiet," said the doctor. "There are women
here."
He began to move away,
"Where are you going!" shouted Lutokhin. "Order
me a shower!"
"Shower," said the doctor, and Smirnova wrote:
"Shower for No. 20."
"There's nothing to be done with him," said Faina.
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